
THE YALE EXPOSITOR

ever foe anything else, fio what wasyonr pood nam Just to please him?'
That's all he asks of you and to quit
being my mother ! Do you think I can

mother, who put It there. It shall
never come again! I love you better
than anything and everything else on
earth. God gave you to me and oh!
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the user ,
"I don't know he tlgheoj, and his

sigh was abysmaL "But what I want
ed to tell you was this: when you
went away, you didn't let me know
and didn't care how or when I heard
It but I'm not like that with you.
This time Tm going away. That's
what I wanted to tell you. Tm going
away tomorrow night Indefinitely.
Lucy, this Is our last walk to-

gether."
"Evidently I" she said, "If you're go-

ing away tomorrow night"
"Lucy this may be the last time

I'll see you ever ever In my life."
At that she looked up at him quick

ly, across her shoulder, but smiled as
brightly-a-s before, and with the
same cordial Inconsequence: "Oh, I
can hardly think that 1" she said. "And
of course I'd be awfully sorry to think
it You're not moving away, are you,
to live?"

"I don't know when I'm coming
back. Mother and I are starting tomor-
row night for a trip around tha
world."

At this she did look thoughtful
"Your mother is going with you?"

"Good heavens I" he groaned. "Lucy
doesn't it make any difference to yon
that I am going?"

At this her cordial smile Instantly
appeared again.

"Yes, of course," she said. Tm sura
IH miss you ever so much. Are yon
to be gone long?"

ne stared at her wanly. "I told you
indefinitely," he said. "We've made
no plans at all for coming back."

"That does sound like a long trlpP
she exclaimed admiringly. "Do you
plan to be traveling all the time, or
will you stay in 6ome one place 'the
greater part of it? I think It would
be lovely to"ne halted ; and she' stopped with
him. They had come to a corner at
the edge of the "business section" of
the city, and people were everywhere
about them, brushing against them,
sometimes, in passing.

"I can't stand this," George said. In
a low voice. "I'm Just about ready to
go in this drug store here, and ask
the clerk for something to keep me
from dying in my tracks! It's quite a
shock, you see, Lucyl"

"What is?"
"To find out certainly, at last, how

deeply you've cared for me! To see
how much difference this makes to
you ! By Jove, I have mattered to you !

Her cordial smile was tempered now
with good nature. "George l" Sbe
laughed Indulgently. "Surely you don't
want me to do pathos on a down-
town corner I"

"You wouldn't 'do pathos any
where I"

"Well don't you think pathos la
generally rather foozling?"

"I can't stand this any longer," he
said. "I can't! Good bye, Lucyl" He
took her hand. "It's good bye I think
it's good bye for good, Lucyl"

"Good bye! I do hope you'll have the
most splendid trip." She gave his hand
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She Had Not Gone On, but Stoo
Watching Him.

a cordial little grip, then released It
lightly. "Give my love to your mother.
Good bye!" ,

He turned heavily away, and a mo-

ment later glanced back over hli
6houlder. She had not gone on, but
stood watching him, that same casual,
cordial smile on her face to the very
last; and now, as he looked back,
emphasized her friendly unconcern bj
waving her small hand to him cheer
lly, though perhaps with the slightest
hint of preoccupation, as if she had
begun to think of the errand that
brought her down town.

Lucy remained where she was until
he was out of sight Then she went
slowly Into the drug store which had
struck George as a possible source ol
stimulant for himself.

"riense let me have a few drops ol
aromatic spirits of ammonia In a glass
of water," she said, with the utmost
composure.

"Yes, ma'am!" said the Impression
able clerk, who had been looking af
her through the display window as thf
stood on the corner.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Very Few Are.
"No man I ever saw," said TJncll

Chen, "was quite as good his own
se'f as be thought cv'ybody ls ou
to be."

believe you reaUy care for him? I
don't ! You are my mother and you're
an Amberson and I believe you're too
proud! You're too proud to care for
a man who could write such a letter
as that !' lie stopped, faced her, and
spoke with more l: "Well,
what are you going to do about it.
mother?"

George was right about his mother's
being proud. And even when she
laughed with a negro gardener, or even
those few times In her life when peo-
ple saw her weep, Isabel had a proud
look something that was independent
and graceful and strong. But she did
not have it now: She ieaned against
the wall, beside his dressing table, and
seemed beset with humility and with
weakness. Her head drooped.

"What answer are you going to
make to such a letter?" George de-
manded, like a judge on the bench.

"I I don't quite know, dear," she
murmured. .

"You don't r he cried. "You"
"Waif she begged him. "I'm s-o-

confused."
"I want to know what you're going

to write him. Do you think if you
did what he wants you to I could
bear to stay another day In this town,
mother? "Do you think I could ever
bear even to see you again If you
married him? I'd want to, but you
surely know I Just couldn't I"

She made a -- futile gesture, and
seemed to breathe with difficulty. "I

--I wasn't quite sure," she faltered,
about about it's being wise for us

to be married even before knowing
how you feel about it I wasn't even
sure it was quite fair to to Eugene.
I have I seem to have that family
trouble like father's that I spoke
to you about once." She managed a
deprecatory little dry laugh. "Not
that It amounts to much, but I wasn't
at all sure that it would bo fair to
him. Marrying doesn't mean so much,
after all not at my age. It's enough
to know that that people think of
you and to see them. I thought we
were all oh, pretty happy the way
thlugs were, and I don't think It would
mean giving up a great deal for him
or me, either, if wo Just went on as
we have been. I I see him almost
every day, and "

"Mother l" George's voice was loud
and stern. "Do you think you could
go one seeing him after thlsl"

She had , been talking helplessly
enough before; her tone was little
more broken now. "Not not even-- see

him?"
"How could you?" George cried.

"Mother, it seems to me that if he
ever set foot in this house again
oh! I can't speak of It! Could you
see him, knowing what talk It makes
every time he turns Into this street.
snd knowing what that means to me!
Oh, I don't understand all this I
don't! If you told me, a year ago,
that such things were going to hap-
pen, I'd have thought you were In-

saneand now I believe I am !"
Then, after a preliminary gesture of

despair, as though he meant harm to
the celling, he flung himself heavily,
face downward, upon the bed. nis
anguish was none the less real for
Its vehemence; and the stricken lady
came to him Instantly and bent over
him, once more enfolding him in her
arms. She said nothing, but suddenly
her tears fell upon his head; she saw
them, and seemed to be startled.

"Oh, this won't do!" she said. "I've
never let you see me cry before, ex
cept when your father died. I
mustn't !" N

And she ran from the room.
. . . A little while after she had

gone, George rose and began solemnly
to dress for dinner.

He sat gauntly at the dinner table
with Fanny to partake of a meal
throughout which neither spoke. Is
abel had sentword "not to wait" for
her, an Injunction it was as well they
obeyed, for she did not come at all.
But with the renewal of sustenance
furnished to his system, some relax
a Hon must have occurred within the
high-strun- g George. Dinner was tiot
quite finished when, without warning,
sleep hit him hard, nia burning eyes
could no longer restrain the lids above
them; his head sagged beyond con
trol; and he got his feet, and went
lurching upstairs, yawning with ex
haustlon. From the door of his room,
which he closed mechanically, with his
eyes shut he went blindly to his bed,
fell upon It soddenly, and slept with
his face full upturned to the light.... It was after midnight
when he woke, and the room was dark.
He had not dreamed, but he woke with
the sense that somebody or something
had been with him while he slept
somebody or something Infinitely com
passionate; somebody or something In
finitely protective, .thot would let him
come to no harm and to no grief.

ne got up, and pressed the light on.
Tinned to the cover of his dressing ta
ble was a square envelope, with the
words, "For you, dear," written In
pencil upon it But the message in
side was fin Ink, a little smudged here
and there.

"I have been out to the mall box.
darling, with a letter Tve written to
Eugene, and hell have It in the morn
ing. It would be unfair not to let
him know at once, and my decision
could not change if I waited. It would
always be the same. I think It Is
a little better for me to write to you,
like this. Instead of waiting till you
wake up and then telling you, bcuso
I'm foolish and might cry again, and
I took a vow once, long ago, that you
should never, see me cry. I think
what makes me most ready to cry
now Is the thought of the terrible suf
ferlng In your poor face, and the un
happy knowledge that It Is' I, your

time ago I was sick.
I was laid up about
three months with
a very bad case of
feminine weakness
and I took Dr.
Pierce's Favorite

t r- - r Prescription and
Dr. Pierce's Pleas-
ant Pellets and I
got immediate re- -

".V:n vr&lief and in about
'OhVZi lour months 1 was

well as ever, it is
a wonderful medicine it saved me lots of
suffering and doctor bills, too. I hope
my testimony will be the cause of others
who are suffering with feminine com-
plaint to try this medicine. It will surely
cure them' Mas. Julia Hjcxox, 132
Lincoln Ave.

Weakness and Bad-Bloo- d

Waukesha, Wis.: "I have taken Dr.
Pierce's Favorite Prescription and re-
ceived great benefit from its use. About
18 years ago I was ill with weakness and
my blood was in bad condition as well.
Doctors' medicine did not seem to give
me the relief I thought I should have.
I began taking the 'Favorite Prescription'
and it cured me in a Bhort space of time.
I do certainly recommend it as being
rood." Mas. Mdoob Stenbloft, 739
Pleasant St
ft Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription is a

remedy that any ailing
woman can safely take because it is pre-
pared from roots and herbs containing
Ionic properties of the most pronounced
character.

Send 10c to Dr. Pierce's Invalids
Hotel, Buffalo, N. Y., for trial package
of any of his medicines.

HEARTBURM
Caused by

Acid-Siomo- oh

That bitter heartburn, belching, food
repeating. Indirection, bloat after eating
all are caused by But the?
are only Brat aymptoma danger algnala t
warn you of awful trouble if not stopped.
Headache, biliousness, rheumatism, sciatica,
that tired, listless feeling, lack of energy,
dtizlnea. Insomnia, even cancer and ulcersi
of the intestines and many other ailment
are traceable to

Thousands yea, millions of people whs
ought to be well and strong are mere weak-
lings because of They really
starve In the midst of plenty because they
do not get enough strength and vitality from
the food they eat.

Take EATONIC and glre your stomach a
chance to do Us work right. Make It strong,
cool, sweet and comfortable. EATONIC
brings quick relief for heartburn, belching.
Indigestion and other stomach miseries. Im-
proves digestion helps you get full strength
from your food. Thousands say EATONIC

the most wonderful stomach remedy In
the world. Brought them relief when every-
thing else failed.

Our best testimonial la what EATONIC
will do for yon. Bo get a big lOo box of
EATONIC today from your druggist, use it
Ave days If you're not pleased, return If
and get your money back.
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Agony of Rheumatism and Gout. Neu-

ralgia, Lumbago, Chest Colds and
Sore Throat Ended In Half tho
Time It Takes Other Remedies,

Mustarfne won't blister It Is always
ready for use It's grandmother!

mustard plaster with other
pain killers added.

The best and quickest remedy In the
world for lameness, sore muscles, stiff
neck, cramps In leg, earache, backache,
headache and toothache.

Begy's Mustarlne ask for It by name.
Is made of real, honest, yellow mu-
stardnot cheap substitutes. Use It freely
to draw the pain from those sore feet-I- t's

great for chilblains, too, and for
frosted feet. Ask for and get Mustarlue
always in tne yenow dox.

CELERY KING

A LAXATIVE TEA

If You Suffe From Constipation, Up
set Stomach, or Inactive Liver.

Give Celtry King a Trial, If
You Want Genuine Relief x

and Want It Quick.

It's a purely vegetable remedy, firentle
and effective, that drives Impurities from
the bowels and makes you feel better right
away.

Brew a cup of this pleasant remedy
when you catch cold, get feverish and are
out of sorts.

Use It for sick headache! to give you a
sweet breath, clear akin and healthy ap-
petite.

eiLLD.ICniCSrt ASTHMA REMEDY

fe the) prompt relief ef Asthma
tnf Hey Fevefw AeK veer drvs

fern. II oente tn ene Slfilet Writ! fee rittl SAMPLI.
KerlVtf A Lyman CelntnEuftaJo,N.Y.

Doop-Scato- d Cbugho
develop serious complications If ttr elected.
Use aa old and time-trie- d tml r that
kas given satisfaction for mors than fefty years

how thankful I have been every day
of my life for that sacred gift nd
nothing can ever come between me
and God's gift And Eugene was
right I know you couldn't change
about this. Your suffering shows hqw
deep-seat- ed the feeling is within you.
So I've written him Just about what
I think ypu would like me to though
I told him I would always be fond of
him and always his best friend, and I
hoped his dearest friend. He'll under-
stand about not seeing him. ne'll un
derstand that, though I didn't say it
In so many words. You mustn't trou-
ble about that he'll understand.
Goad-nigh- t, my darling, my beloved,
my beloved! You mustn't be trou
bled. I think I shouldn't mind any-
thing very much so long as I have
you all to 'myself as people say to
make up for your long years away
from me at college. We'll talk of
what's best to do In the morning,
shan't we? And for all this pain you'll
forgive your loving and devoted
mother. "ISABEL.

CHAPTER XVIII.

navlng finished some errands down
town, the next afternoon, George Am-
berson Minafer was walking up Nation-
al avenue on his homeward way when
he 6aw in the distance, coming toward
him, upon the same side of the street,
the figure of a young lady a figure
Just under the middle height, comely
Indeed, and to be mistaken for none
other in the world even at two hun-

dred yards. To his sharp discomfiture
his heart Immediately forced upon him
the consciousness of Its acceleration ; a
sudden warmth about his neck made
him aware that he had turned red,
ond then, departing, left hlra pale. For
a panicky moment he thought of fac
ing about In actual flight; he had little
doubt that Lucy would meet him with
no token of recognition, and all at
once this probability struck him as un-

endurable. And if she did not speak,
was It the proper part of chivalry to
lift his hat and take the cut bare-
headed? Or should the finer gentle-
man acquiesce in the lady's desire for
no further acquaintance, and pass her
with stony mien and eyes constrained
forward? George was a young man
badly flustered.

As they drew nearer George tried to
prepare hfmself to meet her with 6ome
remnant of aplomb. He kept his eyes
from looking full at her, and as he
suw her thus close at hand, and com
ing nearer, a regret that was dum- -

founding took possession of him. For
the first time he had the sense of hav-

ing lost something of overwhelming Im-

portance.
Lucy did not keep to the right.

but came straight to meet him, smil-
ing, and with her hand offered to him.

"Why you " he stammered, as he
took it. "Haven't you" What he
meant to say was: Haven't you heard?"

"Haven't I what?" she asked ; and he
saw that Eugene had not told her.

"Nothing 1" he gasped. "May I
may I turn and walk with you a little
way?"

"Yes, Indeed I" she said cordially.
He would not have altered what had

been done: he was satisfied with all
Jhat satisfied that it was right and
that his own course was right But he
began to perceive a striking Inaccu-
racy in some remarks he had made to
his mother. Now when he had put
matters in such shape that even by
the relinquishment of his "Ideals of
life" he could not have Lucy, knew
that he never could have her, and
knew that when Eugene told her the
history of yesterday he could not have
a glance or a word even friendly from
her now when he must in good truth
give up all idea of Lucy," he was

amazed that he could have used such
words as "no particular sacrifice," and
believed them when he said them! She
had looked never In her life so bewitch- -

lngly pretty as she did to-da- and as
he walked beside her he was suro that
she was the most exquisite thing in the
world.

"Lucy," he said huskily, "I want to
tell you something. Something that
matters."

T hope It's a lively something, then,"
she sold, and laughed. "Papa's been
so glum today he's scarcely spoken to
me. Your Uncle George Amberson
came to see Wm an hour ago and they
shut themselves up in the library, and
your uncle looked as glum as papa.
I'll be glad If youH tell me a funny
story. George."

"Well, it may seem one to you," he
said bitterly. "Just to begin with;
when you went away you didn't let
me know; not even a word not a
line"

ner manner persisted In being In-

consequent. "Why, no," she said. "I
Just trotted off for some visits. Don't
you remember, George? We'd had a
grand quarrel, and didn't speak to
each other all the way home from a
long, long drivel So, as we couldn't
play together like good children, of
course it was plain that we oughtn't
to play at all."

"riayl he cried.
"Yes. What I mean Is that we'd come

to the point where it was time to quit
playing well, what we were playing."

"At being lovers, you mean, don't
you?"

"Something like that," she said light-
ly. "For us two, playing at being
lovers was Just the same as playing at
cross-purpose- s. I bad all the pur-

poses, and that gave you all the cross-
ness; things weren't getting along at
all. It was absurd I"

"Well, have it your own way," he
said. "It needn't have een absurd."

"No, It couldn't help but be I" she
Informed htm ch v .lly. "The way
I am and the wa; a are. It couldn't

Company.

iimmninii!

would to any other kind of old cats
mewing ! We'd not be very apt to let
such things keep us from the plenty of
life we have left to us for making up
to ourselves from old unhapplness and
mistakes. But now we're faced with
not the slander and not our own fear
of It, because we haven't any,, but
someone else's fear of It your son's.
And, oh, dearest woman In the world,
I know what your son is to you, and it
frightens me I Let' me explain a little :

I don't think he'll change at twenty-on-e

or twenty-tw- o so many things ap-
pear solid and permanent and terrible
which forty sees are nothing but dis
appearing miasma. Forty can't tell
twenty about this; that's the pity of
It I Twenty can find out only by get-

ting to be forty. And so we come to
this, dear: Will you live your own life
your way, or George's way? I'm going
a little further, because it would be
fatal not to be wholly frank now.
George will act toward you only as
your long worship of him, your sac-
rifices all the unseen little ones every
day since he was born will make him
act. Dear, it breaks my heart for you,
but what you have to oppose now is
the history of your own selfless and
perfect motherhood. I remember say-
ing once that what you worshiped in
your son was the angel you saw In him

andI still believe that is true of
every mother. But in a mother s wor
ship she may not see that the will In
her son should not always be offered In
cense along with the angel. I grow sick
with fear for you for both you and
me when I think how the will against
us two has grown strong through the
love you have given the angel and
how long your own sweet will has
served that other. Are you strong
enough, Isabel? Can you s make the
fight? I promise you that if you will
take heart for It, you will find so quick-
ly that it has all amounted to nothing.
You shall have happiness, and, in a
little while, only happiness. You need
only to write me a line I can't come
to your house and tell me where you
will meet me. We will come back In
a month, and the angel In your son
will bring him to you; I promise It
What is good in him will grow so fine,
once you have beaten the turbulent
wlll-b- ut It must be beaten! '

"Your brother, that good friend, is
waiting with such patience; I should
not keep him longer and I am saying
too much for wisdom, I fear. But, oh,
my dear, won't you be strong such a
little short ' strength it would need I

Don't strike my life down twice, dear
this time I've not deserved it

- "EUGENE.
Concluding this missive, George

tossed It abruptly from him so one
sheet fell upon his bed and the others
upon the floor; and at the faint noise
of their falling Isabel came, and, kneel
ing, began to gather them up.

"Did you read it dear?"
George's face was pale no longer,

but pink with fury. "Yes, I did."
"All of it?" she asked gently, as she

rose.
"Certainly 1"
She did not look at him, but kept her

eyes downcast upon the letter in her
hands, tremulously rearranging the
sheets in order as she spoke and
though she smiled, her smile was as
tremulous as her hands. Nervousness
and an irresistible timidity possessed
her. "I I wanted to say, George," she
faltered. "I felt that if If some day
it should happen I mean, if you came
to feel differently about it, and Eu-
gene and I that is if we found that it
seemed the most sensible thing to do
I was afraid you might think it would
bo a little queer about Lucy. I mean
if if she were your step-siste- r. Of
course, she'd not be even legally re-

lated to you, and if you If you cared
for her "

Thus far she got stumblingly with
what she wanted to say, while George
watched her with a gaze that grew
harder and hotter; but here he cut her
ofT. "I have already given up all idea
of. Lucy," he said. "Naturally, I
couldn't have treated her father as I
deliberately did treat him I could
hardly have done that and expected his
daughter ever to speak to me again."

Isabel gave a quick cry of compas-
sion, but he allowed her no opportunity
to speak. "You needn't think I'm
making any particular sacrifice," he
said sharply, "though I would, quickly
enough, If I thought it necessary in a
matter of honor like this. I was Inter-
ested In her, and I could even say I
did care for her; but she proved pretty
satisfactorily that she cared little
enough about me ! The truth is, we're
not congenial and we'd found that
much out at least, before she left We
sh6uld never have been happy; she
was 'superior all the time, and critical
of me not very pleasant, that! I
don't think she has the very deepest
nature In the world, and"

But Isabel put her hand timidly on
his arm. "George, dear, this is only a
quarrel; all young people have them
before they get adjusted, and you
mustn't let "

"If you please P he said emphatical-
ly, moving back from her. "This isn't
that kind. It's al) over, and I don't
rare to speak of It again. It's settled.
Don't you understand I"

"But, dear"

"No. I want to talk to you about
this letter of her father's."

"Yes, dear, that's why
"It's simply the most offensive piece

of writing that I've ever held In my
hands I"

She stepped back from him, startled.
"But, dear, I thought

"I can't understand your even show-
ing me such a thing !" he cried. "How
did you happen to bring It to me?"

"Your uncle thought I'd better. lie
thought It was the simplest thing to

"I Am Doing What My Father Would
Do if He Were Alive."

do, and he said that he'd suggested It to
Eugene, and Eugene had agreed. They
thought"

"Yesl" Georce said bitterly. "I
should like to hear what they thought I

"They thought it would be the most
straightforward thing."

George drew a long breath. "Well,
what do you think, mother?"

"I thought it would be the simplest
and most straightforward thing; I
thought they were right."

"Very well I We'll agree It was sim-
ple and straightforward. Now, what
do you think of that letter Itself?"

She hesitated, looking away. "I of
course I don't agree with him In the
way he speaks of you, dear except
about the angel! I don't agree with
some of the things he implies. You've
always been unselfish nobody knows
that better than your mother.

"And . yet George broke in, "you
see what he Implies about me. Don't
you think, really, that this was a pret-
ty insulting letter for that man to be
asking you to hand your son?"

"Oh, no 1" she cried. "You see how
fair .he means to be, and he didn't ask
for me to give it to you.- It was brother
George who"

"Never mind that, now! You say
he tries to bo fair and yet do you sup
pose it ever occurs to him that I'm
doing my simple duty? That I'm doing
what my father would do if he were
alive? That I'm doing what my father
would ask me to do If he could speak
from his grave out yonder? Do you
suppose It ever occurs to that man for
one minute that I'm protecting my
mother?" George raised his voice ad
vanclng upon tho helpless lady fierce-
ly; and she could only bend her head
before him. "He talks about my 'Will

how it must be beaten down; yes,
and he asks my mother to do that lit-
tle thing to please him I What for?
Why does he want me 'beaten by my
mother? Because I'm trying to pro-
tect her name! He's got my mother's
name bandied up and down the streets
of this town till I can't step in those
streets without wondering what every
soul I meet Is thinking of me and of
my family, and now he wants you to
marry him so that every gossip In
town will say There ! What did I tell
you? I guess that proves it's true!
You can't get away from It ; that's ex
actly what they'd say, and this man
pretends he cares for you, and yet
asks you to marry him and give them
the right to say It Ho says he and
you don't care what they say, but I
know better ! He may not care prob-
ably he's that kind but you do. There
never was an Amberson yet that would
let the Amberson name go trailing In
the dust like that! It's the proudest
name in this town, and It's going to
stay the proudest; and I tell you that's
the deepest thing In my nature not
that I'd expect Eugene Morgan to un
derstand the very deepest thing In my
nature Is to protect that name and to
fight for It to the last breath when
danger threatens It as It does now
through my mother!" He turned from
her striding up and down and tossing
his arms about In a tumult of gesture.
"I can't believe It of you that you'd
think of such a sacrilege! That's
what It would be sacrilege 1 When he
talks about your unselfishness toward
me he's right you have been unselfish
and you have been a perfect mother.
But what about him? Is It unselfish
of him to want jon t throw-awa- y
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deorge choked. For an Instant he
,raS on the point of breaking down, but
he commanded' himself, bravely dis-
missing' the self-pit- y roused by her
compassion, "How can I help but be?"
be said.'

"No, no. She soothed him. You
mustn't. Yon mustn't be troubled, no
matter what happens."

"That's easy enough to eay! he
protested; and he moved as If to rise.

"Just let's stay like this a little
while, dear. Just a minute or two.
I want to tell you : Brother George
lias been here, and he told me every-
thing about about how unhappy you'd
been and how you went so gallantly
to that old woman." Isabel gave a sad
little Jaugh. "What a terrible old
woman she Is ! What a really terrible
thing a vulgar old woman can be !"

"Mother, I n And again he moved
to rise.

'Must you? It seemed to me such a
comfortable way to talk. Well" She
yielded; he rose, helped her to her
feet, and pressed the light into being.
As the room took life from the sudden
lines of fire within the bulbs Isabel
made a deprecatory gesture, and, with
a faint laugh of apologetic protest,
turned quickly away from George.
What she meant was : "You mustn't
eee my face until I've made It nicer
for you." Then 6he turned again to
him her eyes downcast but no sign
of tears in them, and she contrived to
enow him that there warn the sem-

blance of a smile upon her lips. She
still wore her hat, and in her unsteady
fingers she held a white envelope,
somewhat crumpled.

"Now, mother "
"Walt, dearest," 6he said; and

though he stood stone cold, she lifted
her arms, put them round him again,
and pressed her cheek lightly to his.
"Oh, you do look so troubled, poor
dear I One thing you couldn't doubt,
belover boy. You know I could never
care for anything In the world as I
care for you never, never I"

"Now, mother "
She released him and stepped back.

"Just a moment more, dearest. I want
you to read this first. We can get at
things better." She pressed into his
hand the envelope she had brought
with her, and as he opened It and be-

gan to read the long lnclosure she
walked slowly to the other end of the
room ; then stood there, with her back
to him, and her head drooping a little,
until he had finished.

The sheets of paper were covered
with Eugene's handwriting.

"George Amberson will bring you
this, dear Isabel. He Is waiting while
I write. lie and I have talked things
ovtr, and before he gives this to you
ha will tell you what has happened. I
ought to have known It was coming,
because I have understood for quite a
long time that young George was get-tin- g

to dislike me more and more.
Somehow, I've never been able to get
hta friendship ; he's always had a latent
distrust of me or something like dis
trust and perhaps that's made me
sometimes a little awkward and dlftl
dent with him. I think it may be he
felt from the first that I cared a great
deal about you, and he naturally re
sented It I think perhaps he felt this
even during all the time when I was
so careful at least I thought I was
not to show, even to you, how ira
mensely I did care. It's perfectly com-
prehensible to me, also, that at his ago

"ft

Eugene's Handwriting.

.one gets excited about gossip. Dear
Isabel, what I'm trying to get at. In my
confused way, is that you and I don't
care about this nonsensical gossip, our
selves, at alL Yesterday I thought the
time had come when I could ask you
to marry me, and you were dear
enouirh to me to tell me sometime it
mlcht come to that' Well, you and I,
left to ourselves, and knowing what
we have keen and what we are, wed
pay as irtsch attention to 'talk aj we mm'


